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WHAT  HAPPENED? 


WE  AREN'T  SURE  YET, 
COMMISSIONER  WESTON. 


THE  VICTIM  IS  DR.  LORENTI, 

A  VERY  SUCCESSFUL  CHEMIST  WHO  WAS 
WELL  RESPECTED  IN  HIS  FIELD. 


THE  NEIGHBOR  HEARD 
SOMEONE  SCREAMING  AND 
THEN  LAUGHING  LOUDLY. 
WHEN  HE  CAME  TO  CHECK 
ON  LORENTI... 


THE  DOOR  WAS  WIDE  OPEN  AND 
HE  FOUND  THE  BODY  LIKE  THIS. 


THE  MEDICAL  EXAMINER  SAID 
THE  MAN  SHOWS  ADVANCED  RIGOR  MORTIS, 
AS  IF  HE  WAS  DEAD  FOR  AT  LEAST  2M  HOURS. 


NOBODY  CAN  S££ 

TUB  SHADOW, 

DR  DRISCOU. 


LORENTZ* 
MAYBE  AN  HOUR 
_ AGO. 


THE  SHADOW! 


X  WENT  OUT  TO  BUY 
SOME  SUPPLIES  BUT  WHEN 
X  GOT  BACK  HERE... 


LORENTZ  XS  THE  ONLY 
ONE  OTHER  PERSON  WITH 
THE  KEYS  TO  THE  LAB, 
SO  IT  MUST  HAVE 
BEEN  HIM. 


'  WHY*  WHAT 
COULD  POSSIBLY- 


WHEN  WAS  THE  EAST 
TIME  YOU  HEARD  FROM 
YOUR  PARTNER, 

DR  LORENTZ? 


r  I  NEED  TO  GET  OUT 
OF  THE  CITY,  LAY  LOU/ 
I  FOR  SOME  TIME. 


WHO'S] 
THERE* I 


mmm. 


HOW  THEY  HID 
.  DRUGS  IN  MY  CAR 
/  AND  THEN  CAU-ED 
/  THE  POLICE  TO  HAVE  I 
f  ME  ARRESTED 
f  AND  GET  ME  OUT  OF 
THE  PICTURE. 
THEY  HAVE  BEEN 
MAKING  MONEY 
AND  LIVING  THE 
LIFE  WHILE  I  WAS 
ROTTING  IN  JAIL.  / 


I  GOT  OUT  A  WEEK  AGO, 
AND  I  STARTED  WORKING  ON 
THIS  FORMULA  RIGHT  AWAY. 
I  HAD  TO  GET  MY  REVENGE  | 
ON  THOSE  TWO. 


MY  TURN 

FOR  QUESTIONS  NOW* 
HOW  DID  YOU  FIND  ME* 


f  FOR  DRISCOLL. 
THE  MARK  OF  THIS 
TUBATBR  ON  IT. 


V NEVER 
SEEN  ONE  MAI 


W  WELL,  YOU'VE  * 
'  TAKEN  ME  FOE  TEN 
SEANO  NOW,  LAMONT. 
l  I  HOPE  YOU  ENJOY 
L.  SPENPINS  IT. 


■  CONGRATS,  MR.  CRANSTON.  HEARP 

■  V  HAP  A  GOOD  NIGHT?  WHAT  YA  GONNA  d 

|  v^po  WITH  ALL  THAT  money?^^^Bm  4 

A  /  * 

L-/  A\  Ml  ON  THE  p,LE' 

L_ Mfci  suppose. \ 

/''shall  I  TELL  \ 

y  THEM  TO  BRING  YOUR  WF  \\  l  WRE  \ 

CAR  AROUNP?^J[  X  ?  A 
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/yOU  BETTER 
'  STAY  AWAY 
l  FROM  ME/  yOU 
V.  AvCE**/ 


^A-ANyTHlN©/1 
ANyTHlN©  you 


^ MIND  TELLING  MS 
WHV  WE'RE  MEETING 
HERE  INSTEAD  OF  THE 


THE  DEAL.  I  SPOT  THE 
RICH  CHUMPS  WITH  THE 
CASH/  AND  VOU  ROLL 
‘EM  AND  MAKE  SURE 
L  THEY  NEVER  j 


TALKING- 


CUFF  HIM/ 
BOVS. 


js! 

tsr 

QUITE  R/GHT--WO 
ACCOUNTANTS  WORKING  W 
ANV  FOR  A  PISTINCTLY 
CRIMINAL  ELEMENT. 
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SE<SRUP<5E  THE  MAJOR 
A  LIVING,  HONEST 
OR  OTHERWISE... 


...IT  SEEMS  REASONABLE 
TO  STICK  THIS  PROMINENT 
PROBOSCIS  INTO  HIS 
SUSINESS. 


LOSING  MONEY  PRINTING 
CROSSWORP  PUZZLE 
BOOKS,  MAX. 


SENP  A  COUVIA 

REDECORATE 
TENNYSON'S 
OFFICE  A6A\H.n 


THE  ACTION- 
APVENTURE  STUFF. 


SHAOOW 


BP 


r  "ANYTHING,"  ^ 
'  PEAR.  YOU'RE  NOT  1 
i  AFRAlP  OF 
L  "ANYTHING*  A 


r  I  LISTEN  1 

THE  RADIO 
EVERY 

^  WEEK/  A 


r  no/  ^ 

THAT'S  MY 
/vil/CV  ?/?t 
.PROGRAM.' 

r  w«4r  1 

I  are  you  1 

I  GONNA  I 

L  po?;k 


r  BUT  THEy  'l 
SAy,  "CRIME  POES 
k  NOT  PAY!"  ^ 


ANOTHER 
SIZE  AT  SHOW.' 


r  WE  WEED  ^ 
OF  CRIME  BEARS 

r  SR 
£»M5  £«?? 
ACT  PA>?  THE 
,  SHADOW  . 

I  KHOWS...  J 


HEH-HEH-HEH- 


r HEY/' 
I  KNOW 


MOrri 


1C.HrevN)T7 


™  «4/  vor  SINCE  ^ 
you  SCARED  THE  ' 
BEJEEB/ES  OUTTA  HALF  , 
l  THE  COUNTRy.' 
yOUR  PUSS  WAS 

■  PLASTEREP  ON  EVERY 

■  PAPER  IN  THE  U.S.  OF  A., 
^  BUPPy  Bpy.'  J 


m 

9 _ 

SSjl.  Tpir"  i"  % 

J  COUNTRY  NBBPB  1 

r  jMRml 1 1 l A  aUAETEE?7^BUDVT-BOV^\  1 

1  I  you  just  \l 

^  humor. 

)  J/0^?  I^RESSION-.-WARX  H 
'If  f  IN  EUROPE... WHO  KNOWS 

\  l  WHAT  THE  HELL'S  DOIN'  >■ 

IN  THE  ORIENT... 

£ j ft. .^^■pWg^^^rANK^PAL/V-'  1 

not  much  fr^  1 

Y  ROOM  THESE  PAYS  \  >- - '<7 

|  FOR  A  SENSE  OF  ]^\  i4 

hi  ^1T| 

//  W  ULTIMATE  IKflr  l\  i  ^  WH1  ■ 

/  /  .-J  NEW  YORK 

—  EXPERIENCE —  hlHHlli  V^^VlU 
W  1  ffl \  THe  CABBIE  AG  t\  J  wB 

>^3of  ^ 

y  anp^ 

HOW  HAS 
YOUR.  PAY 
v  GONE? 


'THE  U5UAL> 
HAP  ITS  UPS  ANP 
k  POWNS.  ^ 


f  FRSPBRICICS 
i  ELEVATOR  CAR? 


WHAT? 


RIGHT? 


NOW  HOW  PIP 
My  ELEVATOR 
TAKE  OFF 
i  WITHOUT 


smss! 


T  hbarst  lies  > 

PLUNSEP  U.S.  INTO 
L  FAKE  WAR.'  A 


[7  hnlliliin  /n7iM 

V  InrU  lin  tuitf  I 

Vmf/mmf/,/ Jj 


ANP  MORE  THAN  ENOUGH 
SUCKERS  WITH  FAT  WALLETS  TO 
KEEP  A  LIGHT-FINGEREP  GUY 
LIKE  ME  IN  BUSINESS. 


BUT  I'M  NOT  ON  THE  JOB 
TONIGHT.  I'VE  GOT  BIGGER 
THINGS  TO  WORRY  ABOUT. 


A  LOT  OF  GUYS  IN  MY 
LINE  OF  WORK.  HAVE  BEEN 
TURN  I  NO  UP  MIBB  I  NO,  OR 
PEAP,  OR  WORSE. 


I'M  STARTING  TO  FEEL  LIKE  WE'RE  ALL  WALKING 
AROUNP  WITH  TARGETS  ON  OUR  BACKS. 


IT'S  BEEN  SETTING  HARPER  ANP 
HARPER  TO  MAKE  A  PISHONEST 
LIVING  SINCE  HE  CAME  TO  TOWN. 


I  JUST  KNEW  THAT 
THE  JOB  THAT  SM/TTY  HAP 
UNEP  UP  WAS  TOO  RISKY. 


COURSE,  I  PROBABLY  WOULP 
HA  VE  PITCHEP  IN  ANYWA  Y, 
RISK  BE  PAMNEP,  IF  THE  JOB 
PIPN'T  CALL  FOR  KILLING  SO 
MANY  JEWELERS.  I  NEVER 
WAS  MUCH  ONE  FOR  MURPER. 


BUT  THE  WAY  JOE 
TELLS  IT,  SMITTY  ANP 
THE  BOYS  NEVER 
EVEN  MAPE  IT  INTO 
THE  JOINT. 


SOMEHOW  HE  MUST  HA  VE 
GOTTEN  WORP  OF  WHAT 
THEY  HAP  PLANNEP,  ANP  AS 
SOON  AS  THEY  GOT  OUT 
OF  THE  CAR-WELL... 
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BUT  SMUTTY  AND  HIS  PALS  AREN'T 
THE  ONLY  ONES.  STARTING  TO  FEEL 
LIRE  WE'RE  BEING  HUNTED. 


^ANP  I'M  TELLINir 
yOU  FOE  THE  LAST 


I HOSPITAL 


I  TOLD  TONY  : 


WAS  A  STUPID  IDEA.  STILL,  I  FIGURED 
PLACE  WOULD  BE  A  PUSH  OVER. 


STILL,  THE  ONLY  REASON 
I  DIDN'T  TAG  ALONG  WAS 
THAT  I  THOUGHT  IT  HAD 
TO  BE  BAD  LUCK. 


BUT  IT  SHOULD  HA  VE 
BEEN  EASY.  WALK  IN, 
GRAB  WHATEVER  CASH 
THE  PENGUINS  HAD  ANP 
AS  MANY  DRUGS  AS 
THEY  COULD  POCKET. 
PLAIN  AND  SIMPLE. 


BUT  IF  HE 


THAT'S  THE  FLOPHOUSE  WHERE  THE  ABRUZZO 
BROTHERS  WERE  PLANNING  TO  HOLE  UP  WHEN 
THEY  K/PNAPPEP  THAT  HEIRESS. 


ANP  SPEAK  OF 
THE  PEV/L... 


r  THERE,  ^ 
THERE,  yOU'RE 
L  SAFE  NOW.  , 


I  TOLP  'EM  THAT  I 
WANTEP  NOTHING  TO 
PO  WITH  NABBING 
SOME  LITTLE  GIRL. 


SURE,  HER  FAMILY 
WOULP  PAY  A  FORTUNE 
TO  GET  HER  BACK,  BUT 
"  ■  -  :  c-  .  on.  -? 

WOULP  PO  SOMETHING 
LIKE  THAT  TO  A  KIP? 


SCAREP  OUT  OF  HER  MINP,  NOT  SURE  IF  SHELL 
EVER  SEE  HER  PARENTS  AGAIN.  THAT  KINP  OF 
THING  COULP  SCAR  SOMEBOPY  FOR  LIFE.  ANP 
THAT'S  ASSUMING  NOTHING  GOES  WRONG. 


THERE'S  NO  TWO  WAYS  ABOUT  IT. 
HE  IS  AFTER  US.  TAKING  OUT 
EVERYONE,  ONE  BY  ONE. 


ANP  IT'S  LIKE  HE'S 
DOGGING  MY  HEELS, 
PICKING  OFF  EVERY 
LOWLIFE  I  KNOW. 


HITCH  A  RIPE  ON  A  BANANA  BOAT 

ron  1  ~c  -r.s  E'S,  va'ge 

I'VE  GOT  A  COUSIN  POWN  THERE, 
SAYS  THE  LIVING  IS  EASY.  IF  YOU 
PON'T  MINP  THE  HE  A  T. 


IT'S  ONLY  A  MATTER  OF  TIME  BEFORE 
HE  CATCHES  UP,  SO  I'M  GETTING  OUT 
OF  TOWN  WHILE  I  STILL  CAN. 


BUT  I  FIGURE  HEAT  BEATS  A 
TARGET  ON  MY  BACK,  RIGHT? 
AT  LEAST  IV  STILL  BE  AROUNP 
TO  ENJOY  THE  HEAT. 


I  THOUGHT  YOU.. 


THAT  YOU  WERE" 
^HUNTING 


II'IIIIW" 


A  SHADOW  MYSTERY 
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In  November  of  1718,  under 
orders  from  the  Governor  of 
Virginia,  Lieutenant  Robert 
Maynard  led  a  naval  mission  that 
successfully  trapped  and  killed 
the  notorious  pirate  Edward 
Teach,  infamously  know  as 
“Blackbeard”.  Following  the 
deadly  battle,  Maynard  mounted 
Teach’s  head  on  the  bowsprit  of 
his  frigate,  as  a  warning  to  other 
buccaneers.  Some  months  later, 
the  head  mysteriously  vanished 
leading  to  rumors  that  it  was 
stolen  by  surviving  members  of 
the  pirate’s  still-loyal  crew  who 
then  boiled  the  skull  free  of  all 
flesh  and  coated  the  gruesome 
relic  in  molten  silver.  Over  the 
years,  the  skull  passed  through 
many  hands  and  eventually 
became  an  icon  to  several 
fraternal  organizations  who 
incorporated  it  into  their  covert 
and  arcane  rituals.  Due  to  its 
grisly  origins,  a  legend  arose  that 
those  who  retained  the  skull  for 
too  long  would  fall  victim  to  its 
original  owner’s  deadly  fate. 


The  trophy  was  eventually 
acquired  by  a  secret  society 
at  Princeton  University,  a 
group  of  five  friends  who 
dubbed  themselves  “The 
Jolly  Rogers”.  They 
ceremonially  drank  from 
the  hollowed  out  vessel 
and  swore  allegiance  to 
their  own  hedonism  on  its 
silver-crusted  pate.  In  a 
seeming  defiance  to  the 
skull’s  supposed  jinx,  all 
five  went  on  to  become 
eminently  successful 
following  their  mutual 
graduations.  And  yet  they 
still  retained  ownership  of 
the  argent  skull  as  a  way  to 
commemorate  and  lionize 
their  fraternal  bonds. 


The  surliest  and  most  industrious  of  this  crew 
was  Fenton  Sykes,  who  followed  a  mediocre 
degree  in  Applied  Sciences  to  build  a  thriving 
empire  in  commercial  steel.  In  their  college 
days  he  had  always  been  the  first  to  pass  out 
from  heavy  drinking  and  the  first  to  again 
crack  open  another  bottle  on  the  following 
morning. 


Given  his  penchant  for  the  sauce  no  one  was 
particularly  surprised  when  he  careened  his 
Cabriolet  off  the  edge  of  a  steep  embankment. 


were  some  of  the  first  to  settle  on 
Manhattan.  The  family  developed  a 
vast  fortune  through  their  generous 
real  estate  holdings  and  from  a  robust 
industry  producing  and  selling 
gunpowder  to  the  Union  army  during 
the  Civil  War.  As  a  result,  Robert 
spent  his  entire  youth  among  the 
top-hat  and  tails  crowd,  a  child  of 
absolute  privilege  and  nouveau-riche 
pedigree.  His  father  always  referred  to 
their  huge  Park  Avenue  mansion  as  a 
“decidedly  modest  accommodation”. 


I  While  still  in  school,  Rueben’s  romantic  conquests  among  the 
I  local  flowers  of  Princeton  high  society  were  so  numerous  that 
vas  soon  christened  with  a  ribald  nickname,  “The  Cherry 
I  Picker”.  More  than  one  young  lady  found  herself  in  unlucky 
I  circumstances  and  had  to  leave  town  as  a  result  of  her 
I  compromised  virtue,  the  resulting  scandals  were  only  silenced 
I  by  the  vast  resources  of  the  Vandeveer  family  coffers. 


The  most  amiable  of  the  bunch  was  Dickie  Morgenson,  the  scion  of  a 
prominent  banking  family  who  followed  his  clan’s  traditions  and 
became  a  Wall  Street  powerhouse.  Despite  his  affable  persona,  he 
gained  an  iron  reputation  and  managed  to  survive  the  Crash  of  ’29 
with  minimal  losses.  It  thus  came  as  some  surprise  when  he  hanged 
himself...a  scant  two  months  following  Fenton’s  deadly  accident. 


“Most  intriguing, 
Margo.. .it  seems 
as  if  someone  is 
killing  off  my 
former  fraternity 
brothers.” 


certain?” 


“I  find  there  are 
few  coincidences 
...where  murder  is 
involved.” 


Despite  having  married  the  daughter  of 
another  well-heeled  family,  Rueben 
Vanderveer  continued  his  lothario  behavior. 


His  latest  mistress  was  a 
hot-blooded  torch  singer  who, 
as  time  progressed,  didn’t  take 
kindly  to  the  idea  of  being  his 
affair-on-the-side.  She  began 
threatening  to  phone  his  wife 
and  expose  their  liaison, 
which  led  Rueben  to  extreme 
lengths  in  trying  to  placate  her 
petulance.  He  showered  her 
with  jewelry,  mink  coats  and 
other  luxuries  to  no  avail. 


Their  battle  of  wills  finally 
culminated  in  a  drunken  row 
one  night  at  the  hotel  suite  he 
retained  for  her  roost. 
Neighbors  reported  shouting, 
broken  glass  and  gun  shots  just 
after  midnight. 


The  laziest  member  of  their  sect  was  Lamont 
Cranston,  who  seemed  content  to  idle  his  days  in  the 
knowledge  that  he  would  some  day  inherit  a  fortune 
from  his  elderly  and  ailing  father,  a  rail  and  shipping 
magnate.  Indeed  that  proved  to  be  the  case  and 
“Monty”  spent  much  of  his  time  traipsing  around  the 
world  on  big  game  hunts  or  playing  the  droll 
man-about-town  in  the  company  of  his  “friend  and 
companion”,  Margo  Lane.  He  intrigued  almost  no  one. 


“Dear  god! 
W-who  are 


“You  have  no  proof!  None 
of  this  will  stand  up  in  a 
court  of  law— AGGH!” 


*  pgpf; 


schemes  sought  to  deny  his  fraternity  brothers’  compliance  and 
defraud  their  equal  compensation...by  any  means  necessary. 


